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Summary 


Unrequited love is a beautiful horror. A white narcissus that falls from his lips. That strangles 
him from within. 


The Darkling is dying. Will Alina return his love before it is too late? 


A delicate tickle. 

Like a feather brushed ever so softly against pale skin. 

A little irritation that makes him clear his throat. Something so small, it is instantly forgotten. 
Until it isn’t. 

Every intake of breath seems to catch on something lodged deep within his throat. 


A peculiar ache that cannot be soothed. Not by the richness of honey, sweet and thick as he 
swallows it by the spoonful each morning while breaking his fast. Not by the tea which has 
become a permanent fixture within every room he frequents. 


No gentle remedy blunts the sharpness that catches against the soft inside of his throat with 
each breath. Every inhale and exhale become practiced. Unnatural. Carefully timed lest he 
begin coughing. A noise he could live without. Such a dry nuisance that only worsens at his 
every attempt to smother it. 


A furrowed brow is a permanent fixture on his elegant face. 

He refuses to visit a Healer. It will go away. There’s no need to be concerned. It’s nothing. 
Except it isn’t nothing at all. 

The Darkling is dying. 


He just doesn’t know it yet. 


White. 

Cold. 

Lonely. 

The first of an endless number, a herald of doom. 


A message in a language not yet understood, still glistening with saliva. A stark contrast 
against the black of his kefta. 


He brushes it to the floor absentmindedly. Reaches for his teacup. Pauses, hand outstretched, 
as realisation dawns upon him. A winter chill that slinks down his spine, cuts deep into the 
marrow of his old bones. 


His heart stutters in his chest and for the first time in an endless age, true fear unfurls in his 
stomach. Ancient, foreboding, the kind of fear that numbs the senses; that deigns to corrode 
the souls of the soulless. 


The Darkling drops his gaze to the offending petal, thinks perhaps he has imagined things. 
Blinks. 
Does it twice to be sure. 


But alas, there it remains: crumpled upon the floor, discarded and already gathering dust like 
the bones of his enemies. 


His tongue darts out to wet his lips and he finds his mouth has gone dry. Cannot swallow 
down the fear that has awakened, like a shadow that grows longer with the dying sun, it 
spreads within. 


Shaking fingers wrap around the handle of his teacup. Readjust their grip. He’s still looking 
at the flower petal. Even as he drinks down his morning tea — bitter, tasteless — he is 
captivated. 


His eyes sting. And he realises traitorous tears have gathered at the edges. A natural response 
in an unnatural man. He brushes them away. 


Heavy is his boot upon the petal, reducing it to a mere smear upon stone. Evidence erased. 
He tells himself this is anything other than what it is. 


Love is a feeling foreign to the Darkling. It is a star in the night sky, observable and yet 
untouchable. Dangerous at close proximity. 


Aleksander Morozova is not in love. 


Another petal passes his lips. A spiteful reminder from his body that his cruel heart does not 
believe his own lie. 


Love is an emotion he has secreted away behind a thousand locks with discarded keys. 
Hidden in a forgotten location, deep within the dirt on a vacant lot overgrown with 
untameable weeds. And yet, Alina Starkov has somehow clawed her way into the rotten earth 
to retrieve his shrivelled heart and placed part of herself within. 


And he never even resisted it. 
He is complicit in his own ruination. 


Lonesome in his love. 


Some days, he keeps the petals. 


Presses them between the pages of whatever book he happens to be reading when they 
appear. Will come back to find them brittle and crisp — fragile, just like him. 


Ponders whether they are of the chamomile variety. Starts drinking chamomile tea with the 
insane notion that this will somehow cleanse him of the bothersome flora. 


He knows it is futile. 
There is only one cure. 
An impossible cure. 


The Darkling believes he deserves this. Is certain he is undeserving of Alina’s love. For how 
could someone so pure ever dare to taint herself in his shadow? 


Aleksander Morozova doesn’t want to die. 


The Darkling knows the earth is already preparing his grave. Will accept him with the relish 
that comes with long awaited victory. The conquest of the immortal. 


Alina will never love him. This fact does not deter him from foolishly hoping she might. 


He fucks her desperately in the shadows that linger in abandoned corridors. In the bright 
afternoon sunlight that floods her bedroom. Loves the way it feels when she falls apart on his 
cock. Loves that strange little sound she makes every time he drives her over the edge. That 
not quite whine, pulled from her throat at the height of pleasure. A sound that could become a 
name if only he would give it. 


Hates the way his heart pleads love me with every touch he bestows upon her. His mouth 
forms the words against the softness of her throat, the little dip between her clavicles, across 
the swell of her breasts. He erases them with the sharpness of his teeth, with a sweep of his 
tongue. 


Every kiss they share seals his fate. 


He will die satisfied knowing how it feels to indulge her every whim as she explores the 
world he offers. To feel the press of a smile against his mouth, a happiness he will no longer 
take for granted. For her light to chase away the darkness that haunts him. 


Time passes not in seconds and minutes but in inhales and exhales. Hours marked not by the 
chime of a clock but soft white petals. 


He could once go days without the appearance of petals. Now, he’s lucky if he manages a full 
hour. Little whisps of white spluttered into his palm, into the elbow of his kefta, across his 
pillows first thing in the morning and every single night. 


All too soon, he puts an end to their dalliances. Can no longer bear the thought of her 
knowing how he pines and refusing to love him still. Turns away from the confused tears in 
her eyes. Tells himself the hurt would only be worse the longer he waits. 


There is no little tickle now. 


Only a constant dull throb, that sharpens each time he coughs up petals. 


An act which had once been so simple, so uncomplicated, now the bane of his existence. 


His mystery flowers, which pass his lips each day and remain nameless, have grown roots. 
Have begun to strangle him from the inside. A peculiar collar, echoed by his hands as they 
clutch at his throat. 


In the winter of his life, love is evergreen. 


Seasons change, colour bleeding from Ravka as a frost claws across the landscape, killing 
anything foolish enough not to have wilted already. He watches, impassive, as lush gardens 
wilt and crumble underneath the weight of white. Wishes the flowers in his chest would fade 
too. Can feel them growing in the absence of sunlight and rain, feeding only on his 
everlasting adoration. 


Even though she’s killing him, the Darkling cannot stay away. 


He seeks her out each day, lurking, distant in the shadows. A silent wraith; all-seeing, ever 
present, half dead already. 


It’s freezing outside. 
Cold blissfully numbing his throat, razored raw by infinite petals. 


Tiny flakes flutter down in constant flurries, glittering in the weakened sun which has all of 
its light and none of its heat. 


Alina is standing apart from the other Grisha, hand outstretched and bare to the snowflakes 
above. A smile touches the corner of her mouth, a whisper of enjoyment at the inclement 
weather. 


She looks radiant, he thinks. 
Brighter than the winter sun and twice as blinding. And still, he cannot look away. 


Knows that soon all these petals will become flowers, that the roots will bury themselves 
deeper into their new home, that he loves her more each day. And because his days are 
numbered, he will memorise her face for whatever afterlife awaits. 


He dares not approach. 
His restraint is in vain, for he steps towards Alina all the same. 


The Darkling is the abyss into which all Grisha eventually gaze, and they have finally noticed 
him. He merely nods at their little bows and murmurs of his title. Some of them even have 
the gall to wave and he prays they don’t attempt conversation. Prays Alina doesn’t turn her 
gaze from the sky. But he is far too damned a sinner to have his prayers answered. 


She turns, spotting him immediately — and of course it is hard to miss his darkness in the 
surrounding white — a smile gracing her face. He wants to smile back but it turns into a 


grimace as he suppresses yet another bout of petals that threaten to spill forth. Lips pressed 
tight against their onslaught. 


Her smile is as fleeting as the melting snow. He can pinpoint the moment she remembers 
herself and the distance he has created between them. A chasm that even the most skilled 
explorer would fear to bridge. 


A mask slips weakly into place upon her face. There’s something underneath that Alina 
cannot quite hide. He thinks it might be disappointment. After all, he has retreated from her. 
Leaving her training to others unaffected by her mere presence. Avoiding her like a coward 
whenever she walks into a room. His behaviour as pathetic as his incurable love. 


The Darkling turns away from his sun summoner once more. Retreats into the familiar 
darkness, petals sour in his mouth. 


Only later, when he is committing the way tiny snowflakes glittered upon her lashes to 
memory, does he think that perhaps she had looked sad. Eyes darkened by shadows he did 
not summon. Despite their separation, he suspects he is not the cause of them. After all, he is 
not the object of her affections. 


Never will be. 


A patient man who has finally accepted he can no more force her to love him than he can 
make the sun rise in the West. 


He cannot breathe. 


Not through his nose. Not through his mouth. Every inhale prevented by the mass that works 
its way up his trachea. 


He’s on his hands and knees, an animal hacking and gasping for air that will not come. The 
pressure in his chest grows, he burns with the pain of it, feels lightheaded. 


Finally, the offending blossom passes his lips. A bleeding flower upon the floor between his 
white knuckled hands. 


A barely audible huff of air passes his lips. Once, it might have passed for a laugh. 


The Darkling had thought his flowers to be chamomiles. Realises now his grasp of botany is 
severely lacking. 


They were never chamomile flowers. 
They are daffodils. 
A cruel white narcissus. 


Flourishing as he fades. 


It will not be long now, until he passes from this world. 


Should he confess his love to Alina? Tell her his devotion is killing him? Would knowing 
make this easier? Or worse? A silent rejection seems kinder than one given sound. 


While he ponders such a dilemma, the door to his chambers flies open. 
“Moi soverenyi!” 


It must be serious, he thinks, eyes shut in exasperation, for Oprichniki to burst inside. Their 
usual quiet abandoned for a cacophony of worry. For hands to touch him, to haul him from 
the ground, upright and unsteady. 


He sees the moment one registers the lone daffodil on the floor, sneers at the flash of pity that 
remains too long to be disguised. 


“I’m fine,” he tries to say but it comes out slurred, something clogging his throat. 


He waves a hand at their fussing. Supposes he won’t punish them too harshly for the 
unnecessary worrying. After all, it probably sounded like he was being murdered. And he is, 
in a way. The only enemy himself. 


He moves to step away, stumbles. Another damned flower falls from his lips and he hates this 
weakness. She has made him weak and yet he cannot despise her for it. Never will. 


“Send for a Healer,” someone calls and before he can tell them no, a shadow that does not 
belong to him slips out the door. 


He’s dying and now everyone will know. He will be suffocated by the whispers of Ravkans 
before he is suffocated by the weeds inside. 


The Darkling finds himself being lowered carefully onto a chair; hates the way the lack of air 
has made him slow. Has made him lose time and control. When he comes back to himself, he 
finds Healers already hovering. 


The Healers can do nothing. He will not allow them to cure him. To even attempt it would be 
a desecration of his love. Refuses to let a Heartrender try anything experimental at all. 


The Healers placate him. Tell him there’s no knowing how long it will take for the disease to 
progress to its final stage. He knows it’s already arrived. 


“Moi soverenyi,” they say, tentative and deferential, “we could attempt to remove the 
flowers.” 


“What will it cost?” 
He already knows the answer. 


Will not give up his love for Alina Starkov. A shadow cast over the world would still be 
brighter than his life without knowing the joy she brings. 


The Darkling is adamant in his suffering. 
Until he isn’t. 
No time will ever be enough to love Alina Starkov. 


And now he finds he scarcely has any. Can barely move against the pain some days. Spits 
flowers from his mouth in endless streams of white and yellow and red. That terrible red that 
he hacks up for hours when there are no more blooms to give. Only roots that have twined 
themselves into every cavity. 


Sometimes, he pulls those out too. 
Love is a haunting thing, borne from a grave of unwithering daffodils hidden in his shadow. 
Aleksander Morozova needs more time. 


And in his infinite greed, permits they remove all but one lone narcissus from his chest. 
Would rather die than have his love completely erased. To never feel for her again even a 
sliver of the love whole which devours him now. 


What a man he has become, that death shall be forced to rend him, body and soul, from the 
earth before he willingly parts from his beloved Alina. 


“They will grow back,” the Healers tell him. “How soon, we cannot say.” 
Already, is the answer he does not speak. 


He doesn’t need forever. Needs only the space between time which will allow him goodbye. 


He’s already in bed when her hesitant knock sounds. Nobody else would be allowed so close. 
The lone narcissus shudders, holding hostage his lungs. Roots spreading callously into his 
veins, eager for the nourishment his heart unwillingly provides. 


A heaviness roils in his chest, the weight of a thousand bulbs ready to bloom. It was naive to 
think that he could erase even a part of his love for Alina. Half of him regrets even trying, the 
other part of him longs for more time with her still. 


Rippling like waves flung high, the sheets fall haphazardly on the bed as he moves towards 
his waiting love. 


The first flower unfurls as he opens the door to find Alina dressed in a sheer black robe, held 
fast about her waist. Half turned away, as though she thought him a lost cause. And he is lost; 
adrift upon an endless sea, the lone navigator searching for an island that does not exist. Just 

like her love for him. 


Hungry eyes roam his bare chest, dip down to where his sleep pants hang loose on his hips, 
won’t quite meet his own. 


It is only lust, he tells himself, that causes her to seek him out in the darkest hours of the 
night. When the stars are fading cold into the ether, sun chasing them from the world. He 
gestures her inside without a word, swallows against the flowers that have begun to scratch at 
his chest. 


There is a terrible sense of ending as he closes the door behind her. As he watches her walk 
further into his rooms with only one goal in mind. A whisper on the air, barely audible, 
telling him this will be the /ast time. 


He’s too far gone now. Every constricting narcissus proof, planted upon the grave of his 
heart. 


Alina glows in the ghost light of the candles, wicks drowning in melted wax. Skin smoothed 
amber by the dying embers of the fire. He swallows as she pauses by his bed and slips the 
flimsy robe from her shoulders. 


She is naked underneath. 


The Darkling stills in the doorway, fists clenching at the sight of her skin bared to him. She 
glances over her shoulder to catch his eye, hair falling like waves of silk across her back. 


There is no force in this world that could keep him from Alina now. The host of white 
daffodils, that sprout wild and untameable, only heighten his need. If he is to have her one 
last time, let him do so choking on his love for her. 


Powerless to resist her siren call, he moves spellbound toward her. Drinking in the art of her 
—a man who will die never having quenched his thirst. 


He watches a shiver make its way down her delicate spine as he draws near. Brushes her hair 
over her shoulder, lets the strands slip soft between his fingers as he bends to press a kiss to 
the curve of her neck. Guides her head so that he may kiss her sweet and slow. 


Caresses her tongue with his own, as though he can charm it to say those forbidden words 
that would cure him. Only manages to draw out a little whimper instead as she turns and 
presses herself hard against him. 


He wonders if she can feel the flowers caught between his ribs as her greedy hands run over 
his chest. Wrap around the broadness of his shoulders so she can better pull herself up upon 
the tips of her toes. 


He tilts his head, deepens the kiss. Holds her nearer, feels the hint of a rib too closely pressed 
against her skin. Realises she feels thin — is it because of him? Probably. All the suffering in 
Ravka is because of him. Concern forgotten in the heat of it all, he edges her closer to his 
bed. 


She tips backwards onto the sheets and he follows. Begins to trail a line of kisses along her 
jaw. Down her neck. Sucks a bruise against the movement of her pulse, a heart that will never 
beat for him. He doesn’t mind so much these days. 


He watches the soundless gasp that escapes her kiss reddened lips as he cups the swell of a 
breast. Touches his tongue to her pebbled nipple. Wraps his lips around it and gives a little 
suck. 


Kisses his way across her already heaving chest to give the same attention to her other breast. 
Bites down gently just to hear her sighs of pleasure. Soothes away the sting. 


Fingers slip into his hair, brush it back delicately from where it has fallen across his brow. 
The Darkling glances up to meet Alina’s eyes. Misses the emotion that has fled from them in 
the wake of his gaze. 


He raises an eyebrow at her little push, the way she moves a hand to shove at his shoulder. 
Trying to guide him down her body to the place she craves him most. He gives a final nip to 
the underside of her breast before kissing his way over her stomach to the apex of her thighs. 


Kneels at the edge of the bed before her waiting cunt. 


He presses a gentle kiss to her right thigh before guiding it over his shoulder. Alina spreads 
herself wide for him and his inhale at her brazen movement skates over a tangle of daffodils. 
He swallows against them. 


Looks up to catch her eyes, wants to see every expression of pleasure that crosses her face. 
Eases a finger into her tight heat and lets out a little groan at the wetness he finds. Adds 
another and works her open until she’s dripping for him. 


Only then does he remove his fingers with a wet little sound. The scandalised look she gives 
him is so very pleasing. The Darkling wants to take his time with her, to have her whining 
and begging beneath him. Eager and needy for his cock. 


A painful twist deep within reminds him that time is a luxury he can neither possess nor 
purchase any longer. 


He bends his head and licks into her cunt. 
Traces a slick path up to her clit. 
Glides his fingers back inside her quivering heat. 


Shifts the full focus of his mouth to her clit. Lips closing around the little bud of pleasure, 
tonguing it in torturously slow motions that have Alina arching up off the bed. Head thrown 
back against the sheets. 


Alina’s breathy little moans are the only sound in his chambers besides the wet noises of his 
mouth, hot upon her cunt. 


Alina tilts her hips towards him, digs a heel into his back and he reaches up his free hand to 
grip at her thigh. He adores Alina’s avarice, rewards her for it, scissoring his fingers before 
adding a third. 


She keens at the stretch. 


Swirling his fingers, he crooks them against the spot that has her walls clenching around him. 
Traces eight letters he cannot form into words against her clit as she falls apart. 


Flicks open his eyes to watch her own flutter closed, lips forming soundless prayers he can’t 
quite make out. Wishes it was his name instead. Perhaps he will tell her tonight, so that he 
may die having given her this last part of himself. 


The Darkling coaxes another orgasm from her. 


Knows the sensations are too much when Alina slips her shaking leg from his shoulder, 
tugging fruitlessly at his hair in a weak attempt to part him from her core. He pulls away with 
a final open-mouthed kiss. Drags his lips in a messy trail along the curves of her body. 
Twines his tongue with hers so that she may taste herself. 


Her filthy moan has him grinding against her. He feels her wetness soaking the fabric against 
his cock. Is desperate to be inside her. 


He slips an arm underneath her back. The other grips under her thigh where it meets the 
curve of her arse. He hauls her up the bed until her hair is splayed against the pillows, until 
she is giggling quietly at his hunger for her. 


He hides the way his answering chuckle scratches unpleasantly at his throat. 


Something close to adoration works its way onto Alina’s face. Perhaps it is only a reflection 
of his own reverence. All humour chased from the room; yearning comes to settle in its place. 


“Please,” he whispers. “Call me Aleksander.” 
Alina stares up at him with a tenderness he scarcely deserves. 
Soft is her palm against his cheek, the emotion in her eyes, her body beneath his own. 


The world is hushed, stilled in anticipation, so that it too may hear her utterance of a long- 
forgotten name. 


“Aleksander,” she breathes, and never has his name sounded so cherished. 


Heavy is his heart at the sound of it. Tears sting his eyes, and he leans down to kiss her, 
indulgent and careful. 


A slow kiss that does not remain so — their need for each other is a furious, consuming thing. 
Mouths hungry and searching. He never wants to be parted from his sun summoner. Wants to 
swallow down every little whimper of pleasure Alina makes. 


She breaks away from him, bares her neck, and he trails soft kisses across her throat, feels the 
quickened thrum of her heartbeat beneath his lips. If only her heart could mirror his own, he 
thinks, as he sucks mottled blooms onto the canvas of her skin. As bruised on the outside as 
he is inside. 


Hands push at the waist of his pants, slip beneath to stroke his cock and the Darkling groans. 
He needs this last barrier between them gone. Reaches down with one hand to help her push 
off the offending garment. Kicks it into the abyss that waits at the end of his bed. 


Alina guides his length towards her dripping entrance, impatient. He wants to take his time 
with her tonight, but his little sun summoner has other plans. The Darkling cannot deny her. 
Can only slide his hand up her thigh, spread her legs wider, just for him. 


He presses into her tight cunt, inch by inch, trying not to fall apart at the feel of her. And 
when he has filled her, the Darkling pauses to regain some kind of control, to take her in. 


The world beyond them fades away and there is only Alina. Rosy cheeked and lips parted, 
gasping and ready for him. 


“Please,” she whispers, wraps her leg around his waist. Trying to bring them closer, even 
when there is no more space to fill. 


And how could he resist, when she begs so beautifully. 


Every thrust is slow as he tries to memorise this moment; between her legs he is home, 
untouched by sin in his lover’s embrace. He pretends he’s struggling to breathe because she 
takes his cock so nicely — as though Alina was made for him and he for her — not because 
death blooms within his chest. 


“Faster,” Alina whines. 
Nails scrape down his back just to get the message across. It has the desired effect. 


He stops holding back, pulls out of her, until only the tip of his cock rests at the opening of 
her cunt. Until she is squirming for it, trying to press herself close once more. And then he 
slams back inside. The force of it tearing a surprised gasp from her throat. 


He pounds into her relentlessly. Grip tightening on her thigh, his other hand fisted in the 
sheets. Desperation claws at them, lust aching to be sated. 


Alina slips a hand between them to touch herself. She’s so close now. He knows it from the 
way each little moan catches in her throat, in the way her cunt quivers deliciously around his 
hardness. So slick and wet for him. 


He realises that while he knows her body intimately, Alina has learned his too. Has perfected 
the art of rendering him unable to do anything other than fuck her. Knows just the way to 
angle herself, to wrap her legs high, so that he slides even deeper than before into her 
welcoming cunt. 


Knows just how to make him lose any semblance of control he has left. 
And he loves her for it. 


Works his hips faster, pace maddening. Alina’s pleasure eclipses all else, there is only the 
way the walls of her cunt flutter and clench around his length, her hushed moan in his ear. 


And then the Darkling falls over that wonderful edge of ecstasy with her. 
He spills hot and deep inside her cunt and she clutches him desperately through it all. 
He never wants to leave the comfort of her body. Forces himself to do so anyway. 


He bends his head to press a kiss above her racing heart, murmurs words he wishes she could 
hear over the sound of her panting breaths. 


I love you. 


Rolling them over, he positions himself underneath her, lets her slip her leg lazily between his 
own, body warm at his side. He is careful in propping himself up to avoid choking on the 
garden that lurks in his lungs. 


Alina rests her head upon his chest and his hand slips automatically into her hair, fingers 
twining with the soft strands. Ignoring how the weight of her makes it harder to breathe. 
Should he fall asleep like this and never wake, that would be enough, he thinks. 


“Aleksander,” Alina giggles and it’s the most wonderous sound in the world. 


The Darkling gazes down at his love, tracing idle patterns across his chest, blithely unaware 
of the decay beneath her fingertips. “Yes, Alina?” 


“Aleksander,” she repeats slowly — and it’s teasing this time, despite her serious pout a smile 
curves at the corners of her mouth. 


“What?” 
“Tt’s just so—” 


He doesn’t hear the rest of it. Barely manages to shove himself inelegantly to the edge of the 
bed where he coughs out the bane of his existence onto the cold floor. 


Flower after flower. His love has made him raw and bloodied. Each narcissus drowned in red 
beside his bed. 


He flinches at her trembling hand, hesitant upon his back that spasms with the force of his 
retching. 


Punishment for thinking he could prevent his own demise, even for a little while. His fate is 
set. If the Darkling is to die here and now, he will not have Alina burdened with the memory 
of his departure from this life. 


Shadows linger at the edges of his room. 
Dawn threatens to spill over the horizon. 


Shadows linger at the edges of his vision. 


A hint of sunlight falls through the window, skitters across the ground towards flowers which 
have grown in its absence. 


The shadows do not come when called. Refuse to hide the manifestation of his love. Dance 
around him as he chokes up the final bloom. For now. 


Humiliation burns hot in his throat, brings tears to his eyes. The Darkling is weak; 
vulnerable. Alina does not deserve to suffer with him. 


“Get out,” he rasps. Spits out a stray daffodil tepal. 


“Aleksander,” Alina says softly, and he doesn’t need to look at her to know she is crying. 
Turns towards her all the same; a tide bound eternal to the waxing and waning of the moon. 
Wishes he were blind to the soul-wrenching expression upon her face. 


Closes his eyes against the devastation. 


A tear escapes, curves itself hotly over his cheek, brushed away with a swipe of her thumb. 
Far more caring than the Darkling thinks he deserves. 


He catches her wrist, reaching blindly, grip too tight. At her gasp he immediately loosens his 
hold. 


Alina’s panic feeds his own, his heart is frantic and heavy with the taste of it. 


“Out.” He snaps, harsh and biting even though he doesn’t really mean it. Wants so 
desperately to be held, to fold himself into her embrace and remain there until the pain that 
riddles his body consumes him whole. Until he fades from existence itself. 


Her face shutters, blank but for the tears that glimmer in her eyes. She pulls away from the 
Darkling, places a distance between them that stretches further than the mind can fathom. 


She tears herself from his bed. Hastily gathers her discarded robe and wraps it around herself. 
He sees her little wince as she knots the sash far too tight. Hates that he only causes her pain. 
Alina doesn’t even spare him a glance as she all but runs from his room, door slamming 
behind her. The silence is deafening. 


Aleksander wishes he had told her he’s in love with her. Realises he still can. 
Another narcissus falls to the floor. 

“Fuck.” 

He’s an absolute fool. 


Ignoring the searing pain in his chest, he scrambles for his pants. Almost trips over in his 
haste to tug them on. Has the presence of mind to find a robe — he has some remnants of a 
reputation left to uphold, after all. Can’t be bothered to tie it though, as he hurries from his 
rooms after the love of his life. 


“Alina!” 


If not for the sound of muffled sobbing, he might have walked straight past her. 


He doubles back to find her hunched over in an alcove, turned into the shadows, shoulders 
heaving. 


“Alina,” he ventures, but his utterance is lost to her unruly sobs. 


His body has deceived him as of late and now it does so once more. For Alina is sobbing yes, 
but her tears are not those of sadness or rejection. Streaming down her cheeks is evidence of 
pain and the burn of a breath well struggled for. 


She’s choking, the Darkling realises as he carefully turns her towards him. Horrified eyes 
pleading for the helpless to help, rimmed with red. He wonders for a moment if he should 
call for a Healer, realises it would be for naught in the next. 


Time fractures. An ominous blade splitting then from now. And he is motionless as the 
shadows ripple around them. As the blunt knife itself catches in the dawn light that flows 
through the window. 


A beautifully fatal marigold spills forth from her lips — a flower of the sun — to land upon the 
floor. Deep red tipped with orange, the warmest of shades, the colour of their sunrise. The 
fragility of life, going cold upon the marble at their feet. He’s always fancied marigolds, 
though he might despise them now. 


Grief. 
Despair. 
A flower made for mourning in the colours of passion. 


The fear inside that chases its own tail day and night pauses in its endless game. Rears its 
merciless head and opens its bloody maw, the smile of a thousand teeth eager to gnaw at his 
rotting flesh. Its talons piece his very soul. 


The Darkling is terrified. 


He reaches blindly for her, tries to wipe away the blood that trickles from her mouth. Smears 
it across her cheek instead. 


“Alina.” His voice is but a hoarse whisper, strangled by black talons and soilless roots. 


He can’t stop touching her. Hands ghosting along her arms, over her hair, against her throat. 
Though which one of them he’s trying to reassure with his touch, he cannot rightly say. 


They’re both trembling. 


Her only reply is another flower, tear filled eyes meeting his own. He wants to draw her into 
the safety of his arms. Wants to tell her that everything will be well, that there is nothing to 
fear. 


There is only fear. 
Twisting deeper than roots ever could. 


She flees before he can offer false reassurance, sweet lies that will not soothe their pain. He 
has already lost her. He is losing her still. 


Fear is forgotten; rage emerges from its decaying husk. 


Who would dare cause her such pain? Surely it is that boy, Mal. Even his name 1s a terrible 
thing. 


He will annihilate the one for whom she dies. 
Doesn’t realise he’s already destroying himself. 
If only he could recognise himself for a fool. A clever man oblivious to the obvious answer. 


The Darkling will sacrifice his love for Alina if it means he can find her a cure. Can find 
some way to magic her love requited. 


He chases after her. 


Is panting against the daffodils that line his lungs, that form a crude bouquet in his throat, 
when he finds her. Spins her around to face him. 


“Who is it?” He rasps. Gives her a tiny shake that causes her to gasp and cough up yet 
another bloom. Ignores the guilt in favour of the pressing need to know. Fingers digging into 
the thin silk of her gown, into the softness of her body beneath. 


He doesn’t dare to hope for the impossible. 


She glares at him from beneath tear drenched lashes. Opens her mouth to answer, inhale 
catching on the tiny petals and leaves immovable in her throat. Closes it again. 


“Alina,” he implores, “tell me. Please.” 


She lets out a cruel laugh, a sharpness that slices through even the most fragile flora. Cold 
and hollow in the way he wishes he could be. 


“Don’t you know?” An exhausted kind of disbelief lacing her tone. “It’s you.” 
“T don’t understand,” the Darkling mutters, his grip slackening, brow creased in confusion. 


She shrugs out of his grip, turns to leave him alone once more. Turns back. Shoves at his 
chest and though there is barely any force behind it, he stumbles. No strength to steady 


himself as the truth removes its shadowy veil. Holding the final pieces of a puzzle he is 
unwilling to solve. 


“T love you!” Alina sobs and the silence that haunts those words is not one he will ever forget. 
The tempest within is quelled. Fear and rage stilled and withering. 


Hope is the bloom on a tree named Fear, whose roots grow deep and everlasting. And it is 
Spring in the shadowed realm where his love lingers, buried beside an empty grave marked 
Aleksander. 


An impossible dream that lingers upon waking. 


He reaches out to catch her wrists, holding her against him as he searches her eyes. Finds 
nothing but the truth looking back. 


“You love me?” The Darkling chokes out, disbelieving still. 
He wipes the tears that spill hot across her cheeks as she nods. “Yes.” 


“You love me.” And the lump in his throat that he swallows down is not a tangle of daffodils 
but the kind that precedes a sob. 


How long has she suffered for him? Not knowing he will love her until the end of time. And 
after that still. 


A smile touches the corners of his mouth, tremulous but spreading and soon he is beaming at 
her. Alina loves me! 


And he can feel in his heart she does. That somehow this heavenly creature before him has 
found him worthy. 


He lets out a delighted laugh, it bubbles up from within, escaping his mouth unrestrained. It 
is the most beautiful thing to have passed his lips in months. 


Shaking hands cup her cheeks, tear stained and soft beneath his calloused palms. He watches 
as her brows draw together, reaches up to smooth out the confused furrow between them. A 
smile is a contagious thing, and it passes like a sickness from the Darkling to Alina. 


Small and uncertain is the smile which graces her face. Alina is yet to understand that he 
loves her. 


No longer will he hide away his love for her. Intends to confess to her his adoration every day 
if she’ Il allow it. 


“Alina,” he says, heart threatening to escape the gilded cage of his fragile ribs that have 
spread and separated for the boundless garden of his love. 


Repeats it — a whispered prayer — as the pain inside him, which has lingered for months 
begins to fold in upon itself. A slow erasure that begins with the revelation that she loves 


him. 

“You love me.” 

He sounds a fool. And he is. 

All cohesive thought undone with a simple pained confession. 
“And I love you. I’m in love with you, Alina.” 

Another little laugh escapes him. 

“T love you,” he repeats. 


He sees the moment his words register. A shimmer in her eyes anew, that slips down to caress 
the edges of a brilliant smile. That only widens as he lifts and spins her around, wild and 
uncaring if anyone finds them in such a joyous state. 


And when she kisses him, it is with the promise of always. 


Love requited; the withering begins. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


